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WE FINALLY GET STARTED 


In the past I have spoken of the two 
schools of thought regarding the organization 
of the Northwest independence movement: 
the more Movement-traditional Rotary Club 
approach, and what might be called the 
Loosey Goosey or possibly the “Whatever, 
Dude” template. Both have their strengths 
and weaknesses, but up until recently Loosey 
Goosey has predominated for a variety of 
reasons, none of them reflecting much credit 
on us as a community. 

I will not re-hash those arguments; the 
time for endless recapitulation and navel- 
gazing is over and the time for the real-world 
implementation of a plan has arrived. Until 
just recently, I have been acting primarily in 
the Loosey-Goosey mode. There is a reason 
for that which many of you are familiar with 
through the Party’s organizational letters. You 
need to understand that while everything I 
have been saying all these years was certainly 
true, and entirely sincere on my part, the fact 
is that I have long been making a virtue of a 
necessity. That necessity is now alleviated, 
and I am no longer legally debilitated from 
functioning in society as a normal, “legal” 
person, at least until they come up with some 
other horse manure of the kind to impede my 
work. That may happen, but we have to take 
advantage of this breather to try and get 
something going. Finally. 


Let me be blunt: it will appear to many of 
you that I will be doing a 180 on a lot of 
things I have said in the past on the topic of 
Party organization, and there will be a good 
deal of truth to that observation. Again I have 
to point out that for many years I have been 
severely restricted in what I personally could 
do by way of organizing and infrastructure, 
and like so many Fearless Leaders in our wee 
little Movement or community or whatever 
you want to call us, I have found it damned 
near impossible to obtain loyal, competent, 
committed, and geographically proximate 
help. Both of these situations have now eased 
to the point where we are able to try some 
things which would not have been possible 
even a year ago. 

What you will read in this issue of the 
Northwest Observer will be probably the 
most candid commentary ever written by an 
insider on how things really work in our little 
slice of life, and what we can do, realistically, 
to produce some kind of real-world results 
with what we have to work with. Yes, I know, 
our people are a disgraceful mess. Are they 
indeed completely useless? You’d better hope 
not, because the White man as he is today is 
all we’ve got, and giving up is not an option. 
Whether we like it or not, we have been given 
a sow’s ear. We have to find some way to turn 
it into a silk purse .—HAC 
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I just hope to God this isn’t too little, too late. 

How in hell do you create change in a society 
this far gone? There are two ways: you either use 
money, or you use the gun. We lack the moral 
fiber and the competence to use the gun right 
now, and that isn’t going to change any time in 
the foreseeable future. You will note that I didn’t 
say it won’t change in the near future, I said it 
won’t change in the foreseeable future. Do you 
guys understand the difference? 

We have reached a point in this country, and in 
Western society as a whole, where something 
could tip over and change our entire existential 
situation almost literally overnight. Remember 
two years ago, when I was concerned with the 
possibility of the Straits of Hormuz being blocked 
and one third of the Western world’s imported 
raw petroleum supply being cut off in an instant 
due to that lunatic Benny Netanyahu launching a 
pre-emptive strike on Iran? Okay, somebody was 
able to talk Benny down off the ledge and that 
didn’t happen. I’m glad 1 was wrong, because we 
sure as hell aren’t ready for the resulting apoca¬ 
lypse if that were to happen. We still aren’t, 
which is the point of what I’m trying to do now. 

But have you been keeping up with events in 
the Middle East over the past several weeks? All 
of a sudden it again looks like the powder keg 
may blow, now that the Iranian surrogate Houthi 
militia, the Hezbollah of the south, have tossed 
out the Sunni president of Yemen, who has taken 
refuge in Riyadh, and the Saudi Arabians and 
UAR are launching air strikes in Yemen. Look at 
a map and draw your own conclusions as to what 
happens if the coast of Yemen becomes impass¬ 
able to oil tankers. You get the idea. We could all 
wake up tomorrow morning in a completely dif¬ 
ferent world. 

Anyway, for a whole host of reasons the gun is 
not an option right now, so that leaves money. 

This is America, and there is no problem of 
any kind that cannot be resolved with copious 
amounts of cash. It’s who we are. It is the world 
we know, the world we understand, the world we 
respond to. I have spent years trying to get our 
people to give voluntarily to this movement, sim¬ 


ply because it is right, all kind of things that I 
could have delivered on my doorstep tomorrow 
morning if I could offer money for them, includ¬ 
ing human resources. A while back I was talking 
about the T-shirt youth on RFN; if I could offer 
these kids so much as a mattress on the floor and 
a plate of beans and rice per day I could have fifty 
guys up here in a month. The days of the late 19th 
and early 20th centuries, when ascetic young 
revolutionaries both Left and Right lived out of 
valises, on the move, in rented rooms and hatched 
their plots in sidewalk cafes are long gone. 

But somehow we must acquire that cash. Back 
in my old Orthodox Nazi days there were still 
people around who believed that if the old Party 
really wanted to we could access huge sums from 
the Boys in Brazil, or that the fabled Nazi Gold 
hiding in Swiss bank accounts was real. (They 
often used this as an excuse to whine about pay¬ 
ing their own dues.) Would it were so. Then there 
is the legend of the Right Wing Fat Cats, and to 
be sure, some of these have existed in the past, 
and some exist today. (One of the theories from 
Back In The Day was that Commander Rockwell 
was assassinated because he succeeded in obtain¬ 
ing serious financial commitments from the oil- 
rich Hunt brothers in Texas, and it is certain that 
he was able to pull off a 100,000-copy press run 
of the first issue of the White Power newspaper 
with funds from somewhere.) These days it’s the 
Koch brothers, but I can’t seem to dig up an 
online application for their generosity. 

The Optimates 

Time for some of that brutal honesty which 
has made me so famous, or infamous, in our wee 
little Movement. I’m laying some things on the 
line here, even at the risk of pissing people off. 
But the situation is too serious. I don’t dare offer 
anything other than pure gut-wrenching truth. It is 
all that will save us. 

There are men on this list, men reading 
these words right now, who could make this 
thing happen if they wished. They could make 
it happen tomorrow. But they won’t. 
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Not necessarily millionaire businessmen or 
bankers or elitists, either, just an upper middle- 
class stratum of informed, educated, race-and-Jew 
-aware, highly functional and successful men who 
retain the old cultural skills and habits of pre- 
1933 America, and who have accumulated or else 
created enough wealth and assets so that if they 
were all to support the Northwest Front in some 
realistic proportion to their ability to do so, then it 
would all come together, much faster than anyone 
believes. (That lack of belief is indeed one of our 
primary obstacles.) They are not going to do so, 
and I have reluctantly and bitterly come to accept 
that fact, although it has taken me many years. 

These Optimates, as I have dubbed them, 
(obscure Latin historical reference; disregard for 
now) will not invest money and effort to any de¬ 
gree proportional to their actual ability to help so 
long as the NF remains nothing more than a 
hobby, a form of weekly entertainment and good 
books to while away the leisure hours, a nice day¬ 
dream but no more. So long as there is no belief 
that this thing can actually be done. I have lived 
in other countries and seen other ways, and I 
know it can be done, because I know people who 
have done it. 1 have walked by the bullet-scarred 
frontages of Boland’s Bakery and the Four Courts 
in Dublin. I remember seeing the elderly men of 
the Old IRA Association in their black berets, sit¬ 
ting on park benches in Stephen’s Green and 
strolling down Baggot Street. At our last get- 
together here, we had a woman comrade from a 
country where it w'as done in her lifetime. I don’t 
just believe, 1 know. 

Catch-22 

But these affluent men don’t know, or rather 
they swallow this whole bulldust myth about 
American Exceptionalism, which decrees that 
Amurrica gets a pass from the human realities of 
history, that the Jew-Nited States is somehow im¬ 
mune to the economic, political, and moral pres¬ 
sures of life that have always, eventually, brought 
about change. 

In order to convince such men finally to open 
their checkbooks, I have to present the NF to 
them not as a holy and life-giving cause, but as an 
investment, a business proposition that will show 
them a return. (That thinking is how most of them 


It^s the classic Catch-22.1 can ^t 
get these canny^ cautious and 
wealthy men remaining among 
us—and there are many of them — 
to open their checkbooks until I 
produce some kind of spectacular 
results, and / can V produce the 
spectacular results until 
the checkbooks open. 

became affluent in the first place.) Not necessar¬ 
ily a money return, but a return in the form of a 
stable and all-White world where they will not 
lose everything they have achieved, including 
their children, to the reeking clutches of a filthy 
and vicious Third World dictatorship and the vile 
cultural Marxism that arises from the sewer. I 
must show them some sign that victory is possi¬ 
ble, which I almost certainly will not be able to 
do—^until I can persuade them to help. It’s the 
classic Catch-22.1 can’t get these canny, cautious 
and wealthy men remaining among us—and there 
are many of them—to open their checkbooks until 
I produce some kind of spectacular results, and I 
can’t produce the spectacular results until the 
checkbooks open. 

So if we can’t get a lot of money from a few 
people, what do we do? We have to get a little 
money from a lot of people. I have gone into this 
before; it’s called the 10 X 1000 program. 

We have the bare beginnings of that in place 
now; I am able to keep working and producing 
because some among you voluntarily contribute 
$10 and sometimes more every month in the form 
of voluntary dues, or love offerings, or hate offer¬ 
ings, or whatever you want to call them. I have 
survived for many years like this, kept on writing 
and then kept on speaking on the internet through 
this kind of voluntary support, and my gratitude is 
beyond expression. But it’s just not enough any 
more, and we’re going to have to try formalizing 
things in a frank attempt to increase the Party’s 
income to the point where we can do more than 
merely keep Harold Covington alive and out from 
under a bridge. 

Bear in mind that this is Amurrica, and I re¬ 
peat-bum this into your brains—in Amurrica 
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there is no problem which cannot be solved with 
money. Unfortunately, this means that in the 
coming months and years I must increasingly go 
into televangelist mode, and I am going to be 
constantly passing the hat. 

I hate that. I have been repeatedly told down 
through the years by “old hands” that part of my 
problem is I am too diffident about money, and 
in many ways these comrades are correct. I 
loathe turning this sacred cause into a business. I 
have held back from doing so as much as I 
could, hoping against hope for a spiritual awak¬ 
ening among our people which would revive that 
whole part of our racial soul—and also, frankly 
because I remember what Fearless Leadership 
was like from Back In The Day and I really, 
really do not want to piss around with it again. I 
have not the least desire once more to become 
the principal of Movement Junior High, with all 
the deranged GUBU crap and the middle-aged 
adolescents running around the halls screaming 
and cackling and trashing the place, many of 
them now white-haired after thirty years or more 
in spiritual seventh grade. But we have reached 
the point where even a thick-headed anachro¬ 
nism like me must change his mind on some 
things, when I am presented with an overwhelm¬ 
ing reality. 

That^s something you have to bear 
in mind about my job, or the job of 
any Fearless Leader. Somehow or 
other, I have to find some way to 
get you people to RESPOND, with 
something besides words ... 


Here’s That 180 I Mentioned Earlier 

Okay, here’s where the ooohs and the aaahs 
begin. Because raising money is now an absolute 
top priority, and because I have been compelled 
by sheer necessity to do whatever TF I have to 
do in order to fund-raise so the NF can survive to 
get to Square One someday, I am doing a 180 on 
one of my long-held, strongly-held convictions 
on basic organizing principles. I am opening the 
door to something which can by not too big of a 


stretch be called “Northwest Front membership.” 
I am creating a formal Official Supporter status, 
and this in turn will make us officially an “org.” 

Yeah. We’re going back to the bad old days 
and the bad old ways, because those bad old ways 
are what Amurricans seem to respond to, insofar 
as they respond to anything, which isn’t very far. 
That’s something you have to bear in mind about 
my job, or the job of any Fearless Leader. Some¬ 
how or other, I have to find some way to get you 
people to respond, with something besides words, 
instead of sit there and simply absorb it all like 
sponges, and then sit there waiting for more. The 
“old ways” of the Rotary Club method seem to be 
only thing Whites will respond to even spasmodi¬ 
cally, and it’s been like that for decades. 

Loosey Goosey, “we’re an organism not an 
organization,” “we’re an idea not an organiza¬ 
tion” sounds really cool and hep in theory, but I 
have just spent almost thirteen years learning it 
isn’t worth doodly-squat in the real world, given 
the kind of human material we have to work 
with—and that’s it, what we got is what we got, 
Amurricans of the 21st century. People who are 
not going to miraculously transmogrify into 
1930s Stormtroopers from a time and place that 
no longer exists. Yeah, I know. I’m a slow 
learner. Maybe that’s because this was one lesson 
I didn’t want to learn, because I’d feel obligated 
to do something about it and return to Fast Times 
At Movement Junior High. Oh, joy! No kidding, 
folks, I really, really never wanted to do that and 
have to deal with the middle-aged adolescents 
again. But looks like I have no choice. We have to 
raise some money. 

Loosey Goosey always got an enthusiastic re¬ 
sponse from those looking for an excuse to do 
nothing except continue to play on the internet. A 
way to get the thrills and chills and spills and the 
rush of playing the game without ever actually 
putting anything on the table, where not even the 
price of one wretched twelve-pack of the cheapest 
fizzy beer need be sacrificed. Just like Leaderless 
Resistance got no response. A great idea in the¬ 
ory, an attempt to get around the idiocies of the 
existing Movement of the time and one of our few 
serious attempts to deal with the character issue, 
in practice it turned out to be all Leaderless and 
no Resistance. Amurricans apparently want Ro¬ 
tary Club. It seems to be what is expected of us. 
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Up until recently, as nearly as I could tell 
from our statcounter, Radio Free Northwest has 
had an average of about three thousand listeners 
per week. Our actual hit rate is higher than that, 
but I am making an educated guess here as to 
how many of those hits are people who actually 
listen to Radio Free Northwest or download it 
from northwestfront.org. We now have many 
more listeners thanks to our recent syndication 
on Rodney Martin’s All Nationalist Network, but 
although we’re picking up a lot of contacts via 
ANN there hasn’t really been time for that to 
start kicking in yet. Our listenership may be as 
high as 20,000 per week now. And yet the over¬ 
whelming majority of those people simply listen 
to the show and then log off or go play online 
games or look at pom or whatever until next 
Thursday rolls around and it’s time for more ra¬ 
cial entertainment. I am really tired of being part 
of the entertainment industry; I want to be part of 
the world-changing industry. 

I have been trying for years to activate a pal¬ 
try one thousand people, fewer than many Face- 
book friends lists, to the point where they will 
kick in ten dollars per month in voluntary dues 
and a little more, as much as $ 100 more, for our 
twice yearly fund appeals, for a total income of 
$320,000 per year. That’s a revolutionary Party, 
people. If I can get 3000 people to do the same 
that’s an income of almost a million dollars a 
year, and that’s a revolution. But all those many 
thousands of people listen, and then continue to 
sit there like lumps, until it’s time for their next 
ration of racial entertainment. Somehow, God 
knows how, that has to change. 

The first step may be to formalize things and 
give Amurricans a little of that “sense of belong¬ 
ing” they seem to be unable to do without. Read 
security blanket. Read give them a crowd to hide 
in so they can feel a part of something with only 
minimum personal risk. Read give them a new 
herd to feel safe and secure in because true lone 
wolves, once so common among our people, are 
so rare among us these days. 

I am raising the white flag: I accept that White 
Americans of this day and age will never re¬ 
spond in the way that duty, decency and com¬ 
mon sense says they should, merely because 
something is right. Americans are a mile wide 
and an inch deep. They are consumer animals 


... Under no circumstances 
whatsoever will there ever^ EVER 
be such a thing as a “Northwest 
Front membership card. ” We^re not 
going THAT insane, and unlike 
some, I am at least somewhat 
capable of learning from the past. 
There will be no more John 
Hinckley incidents. 

and they want a “product”, a “brand.” They want 
glitz, glam, bright colors and spectacle. Okay, we 
will give it to them. And since we’re going to be 
running this as a business, having tried running it 
as a sacred cause for thirteen years and damned 
near ended with me living under a bridge, then we 
have to give the punters what they want. 

[Sigh...] 

Okay, the first question I can already predict: 
under no circumstances whatsoever will there 
ever, ever be such a thing as a “Northwest Front 
membership card.” We’re not going that insane, 
and unlike some, I am at least somewhat capable 
of learning from the past. There will be no more 
John Hinckley incidents. No, no, no. 

Secondly, those of you who have been with 
me for many years and who have made it possible 
for me to be here, alive, not in prison, and with 
what accomplishments I have been able to at¬ 
tain—no, I will not insult you by asking you to 
fill out an application form. Many of you will get 
a formal pledge form in the mail sometime next 
month, which means that yes, I do expect you to 
actually “join” the Party and make a formal com¬ 
mitment to support us with something other than 
words, but only if you’re quite new, or if you’re 
one of these on-again-off-again people who ha¬ 
bitually go dark and disappear for extended 
lengths of time. Most of you long-standing com¬ 
rades reading these words right now, who have 
brought me this far alive and intact through help¬ 
ing me with so much more than words, will be 
“grandfathered in” as alte kdmpfer, Old Fighters. 

The system will be kept as simple and basic as 
possible. Yes, Official Supporters will get a few 
goodies and bennies and the occasional trinket of 
appreciation, but it’s not about making you feel 
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good about yourselves or giving you something 
else to consume; bluntly put, it’s about the ten 
dollars, and there’s no point in pretending it isn’t. 
I have gone into this more extensively with those 
who are on the orglet list, including some of the 
things the money will be used for. (One of these 
projects must of course be the updating of the 
White Book to the Sixth Edition, in order to re¬ 
flect the new procedures, as you can deduce from 
this whole thing.) 

If you have sent in a $30.00 subscription to 
Northwest Observer, you’ll get the Observer. You 
want to just keep it at that, fine; I will probably 
grandfather in some subs for a few mailings to 
give some of you a little more time, but from now 
on there will be track kept and renewal notices 
sent every year. If you decide you prefer the beer, 
as most Whiteboys do, you can always continue 
to listen to the podcast and check out the websites 
on occasion. But Loosey Goosey is going to cut it 
distinctly less. There will definitely be fewer 
freebies and less slack cut waiting for you to 
make up your mind. 

In our wee little Movement we yap 
about “building a new racial elite. ” 
The Northwest Front will be 
that elite ... 


For those of you who are willing to make the 
commitment formal, in exchange for your dues 
you will receive the orglet and periodic special 
goodies in the mail, although there are no plans 
for a secret decoder ring. If you’ve gone dark for 
more than a couple if months, meaning I haven’t 
heard from you and I have no idea if you’re alive, 
or dead, or on the run from the bill collectors or 
your ex-wife’s lawyer or whatever, you’ll get a 
pledge form. If you don’t return it with your first 
month’s dues by the next Observer mailing. I’ll 
assume you’re no longer interested and drop you 
from the list. 

This isn’t to punish you. I’m not mad at you or 
anything like that, it’s just that ... well, how can I 
put this? It’s just that it’s time. 

In a small and unobtrusive way, this is lift-off. 
In our wee little Movement we yap about 
“building a new racial elite.” The Northwest 
Front will be that elite, because rather than a big 


mailing list of people who stay there for years and 
nobody ever hears from them (which is what most 
rite-wing groups comprise), we will consist of a 
small group of people, every one of whom will 
contribute something besides words to this cause 
that we claim we believe in. That’s the closest our 
wee little Movement has gotten to a functioning 
elite in a long time. 

The Kinda Grand-ish Plan And Biggish Picture 

The Party has to create some kind of GHQ ele¬ 
ment, for functionality and also for presentation 
and PR. I am well aware that a large part of the 
problem is me, in that for various reasons I do not 
present well when people come to see me. I have 
taken the attitude up until now that people should 
not have unrealistic expectations. That may have 
been wrong on my part: since we’re dealing with 
Americans who are essentially consumers, the NF 
needs to try improving the “product” with some 
glitz and glam and bells and whistles, and above 
all flags flying in the sky. That flag flying over 
some kind of property seems to be the tipping 
point, what makes it “real” for Amurricans. It’s 
expected of us, and we probably need to make at 
least some gesture toward doing what is expected 
of us. As much as I despise the term in this con¬ 
text, we need to improve our marketing. 

Accordingly [hmmmm ... no, this is a wee bit 
too public. Better not.] 

I also have a project I’ve been working on 
since October, the object of which is to get me, 
myself, some kind of outside personal income and 
remove the greatest drain on Party finances, i.e. 
maintaining me personally. Not to mention putting 
a stop to the sneers about “Harold living off dona¬ 
tions.” Now that I have a legal existence again, 
that’s possible. Maybe. I hope. 

The Ultimate Objective 

Okay, what is all this leading up to? I think you 
can guess. We have to buy a building. God knows 
how, but it’s now pretty clear that we cannot re¬ 
main subject to the “slings and arrows of outrag’d 
fortune”, as Hamlet put it. 

Back In The Day, everybody and his dog had a 
building, even if only a storefront of some kind. 
(This was before Asians bought up most of the 
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commercial and residential property in this coun¬ 
try with the drug and diamond money they smug¬ 
gled in from Hong Kong.) When you ask some¬ 
one from my Movement generation or the one 
immediately following mine what they most re¬ 
member about the old days, they will almost in¬ 
variably reply, “Rockwell Hall in Chicago!” 
“Franklin Road in Arlington!” “El Monte!” 
“Aryan Nations compound in Hayden Lake and 
the gatherings there!” “North Street in Raleigh!” 
“Pierce Street in Raleigh!” “Bob Miles’ farm!” 
“Glenn Miller’s farm!” etc. 

I have known people to spend one full day of a 
long weekend, or even a normal weekend, driving 
across three states to come to Arlington or Ra¬ 
leigh, just to sit in the literature room and bat the 
breeze with a uniformed duty officer and then 
load up on literature before beginning the long 
drive back home to some little town. Above all, 
they wanted to see that flag flying in the sky, be it 
Hakenkreuz or Stars and Bars, get that feeling of 
stepping onto liberated territory. I have to admit, 
it’s a rush, a rush I’d love to feel again myself and 
a rush I would love to give Northwest Front folks. 
Would it surprise you guys to learn that at age 61, 
I still have dreams that I am back inside the old 
Franklin Road HQ, a building where I haven’t set 
foot in 39 years, and which may not even exist 
any more? (The last I heard it was a Vietnamese 
bakery.) These places capture the imagination. 
We need to have a place in the Northwest that 
captures our people’s imagination like that. But it 
can’t be rented. We have to get those flags up. 

Okay, first off—no, this is not the point in 
every Fearless Leader’s career where he realizes 
he’s getting old and he starts angling for his sup¬ 
porters to buy him a retirement estate. There are 
enough examples of that so that I’m sure most of 
you can call some once-prominent names to 
mind. I have no need of, and do not ask for, 330 
rolling acres and a harem of Eastern European 
mail-order brides, nor a historic mansion where I 
can bury myself in genteel contemplation of the 
number 8 in all its infinite variations, nor a chalet 
in the Austrian alps where I can paint and flog my 
art work to my supporters, nothing like that. 

I do, however, need a small flat with a place to 
sleep and at least a hot plate or microwave, and a 
working office with internet connection so that I 
myself can continue to function and produce, and 


keep that racial creativity spigot flowing as long 
as I can. I’m up front about that. I don’t need 
much, but that little I do need. As part of the long- 
range plan, I ask you guys to give me a stable 
working platform that can’t be yanked out from 
under me by some hysterical female dingbat or 
property management company who gets a visit 
from our friends in the silk suits or a television 
camera crew, fouls their Fruit of the Looms and 
folds like a lawn chair. 1 think that’s a reasonable 
request. The fact that some of you understand that 
I can’t produce racial entertainment if I’m living 
under a bridge is what has kept me going for 
many years now, since I had my mini-strokes and 
Google came along and I became completely un¬ 
employable If you guys disagree, I suppose I’ll 

...For now, Fm still the workhorse, 
the only full-time active the NF 
has. This won ^t change until I 
persuade others to make TLC 
(Total Life Commitment) to the 
Northwest American Republic. 


find out the hard way. 

Yes, yes, yes. I am well aware of everything I 
have said in the past regarding the problems in¬ 
volved in property ownership. Every word was 
true, and they’re still problems. Assuming we can 
somehow get a mortgage (and that, in itself, is an 
entire ‘nother ball game which will be discussed 
in the orglet whenever we get somewhere within 
shouting distance of raising enough cash for this), 
anything we would save on rent would be gob¬ 
bled up by property taxes and maintenance. Then 
there is the fact that the minute Morris Dees and 
Mark Potok get so much as a whiff that the Party 
owns any property, they are going to come cruis¬ 
ing looking to file some bogus lawsuit and grab it 
away from us, and not just as a fund-raising tro¬ 
phy. Dees understands the psychological impor¬ 
tance of buildings and flags in the air to us much 
better than we do ourselves. I’m really looking 
forward to that one, folks! 

Here’s the situation: everything still pretty 
much depends on me, on keeping me functional 
and producing. (No point in redacting that; the 
secret police are already well aware of the fact.) 
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Although I have been really impressed with 
Andy’s Radio Free Northwests, and the fact that 
if need be, I am no longer shackled to my com¬ 
puter for two and a half days every week. This is 
one of the most encouraging signs I have seen for 
a long time, an indication that if and when I do 
get taken out, medically or legally, the Northwest 
Imperative will continue, and people won’t just 
wander off in search of other entertainment. But 
for now. I’m still the workhorse, the only full¬ 
time active the NF has. This won’t change until I 
persuade others to make TLC (Total Life Com¬ 
mitment) to the Northwest American Republic. 

My getting the kind of help I need 
here at this point in the Party’s 
development is going to be one of 
the most major undertakings I have 
ever attempted, because the person 
MUST be EXACTLY right, and the 
chances are high that I may flub it 
when I get so desperate I just have 
to take anybody who will show up ... 


I’m Going To Have To Hire Some Help 

One of the things I’m going to be using your 
dues money for, at some point in the future, will 
be to try and get some kind of actual full-time 
help up here. To be sure, I have some help now, 
from some really great guys, help that recently 
saved my bacon yet again, but for a variety of rea¬ 
sons I will not get into, none of them are able to 
follow me around like my shadow and act as my 
clone or hologram, knowing everything I know, 
doing as I would do. A Martin Bormann type. 

Yeah, I know, PAs like that are hard to find 
even when you can pay for them. Ordinary busi¬ 
ness people, when they need this kind of assis¬ 
tance, simply call the temp agency and have them 
send a girl over. My getting the kind of help I 
need here at this point in the Party’s development 
is going to be one of the most major undertakings 
I have ever attempted, because the person must be 
exactly right, and the chances are high that I may 
flub it when I get so desperate I just have to take 


anybody who will show up, as I have twice before 
in the past few years with two people who were 
the right age and the right skill sets but the wrong 
character and the wrong maturity level. (They 
were born after 1980 and were damaged goods 
thereby, so it wasn’t totally their fault. Maybe I 
should just go ahead and call the FBI and ask 
them to send in one of their informers, just so 
long as he or she can type and spell and won’t 
steal money out of the mail.) 

This problem is not new; I remember the flow 
of staff in and out of the headquarters in Franklin 
Road, Pierce Street, and North Street as time and 
again we were so damnably desperate that we 
simply had to take and try out anybody who 
would just show up, and accept the mattress on 
the floor and the plates of beans and rice and cans 
of Spam we had to offer, because we were so des¬ 
perately poor and even then, the Optimates of the 
time refused to write any man-sized checks with 
some zeros on them. That is not a good way of 
recruiting human resources. Trust me on this. 
Frankly, you end up getting a lot of derelicts. 
Whittaker Chambers once referred to certain lib¬ 
erals who flirted with Communism as “looking 
for an intellectual night’s lodging”; in our case 
it’s often just a night’s lodging they’re looking 
for, nothing intellectual about it. 

We can’t have that in the NF, or at least I have 
to bust my ass like bezhoomny to make sure it 
doesn’t happen here. At least we have the internet 
for screening now, which is an advantage; in the 
old days we had to judge an unseen face by paper 
letters and long-distance phone calls. We have to 
do a lot better here in the Northwest, since it’s 
now showtime and we’ve got no more practice 
runs. The wrong person in this position would be 
infinitely worse than no one at all. 

The problem is this situation where I’m doing 
it all myself because I’m the only full-timer. I’m a 
writer and my primary duties should by rights be 
creative, since that’s what I’m good at and what 
“brings home the bacon” so to speak, but in real- 
world practice, I am spending less and less time 
every week on actual writing or creation. My 
main tasks for some time now have been adminis¬ 
trative and secretarial, in order to maintain what 
little pretense we have of being an actual move¬ 
ment or group. Even a kitchen table operation in¬ 
volves massive amounts of paper-slinging, stamp- 
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peeling, tappa-tappa-tappa and running around all 
over town, as anyone who has ever tried to do it 
can tell you. 

E-mails must be answered, even if only with a 
monosyllabic grunt so people don’t whine “Oh, 
Hurrold is so rude and mean, he never answered 
my e-mail where I sent him that link to a You¬ 
Tube that told him things he’s already known for 
decades ...” Introductory packets (more and more 
of them) must be assembled, stuffed, and mailed. 
Stocks of Northwest novels and White Books 
must be print-per-order purchased (cash on the 
barrel head accepted only; I have to pay up front 
for every single White Book or novel that comes 
into existence.) Northwest touristy-stuff must be 
obtained to give those intro packets some color, 
glossy paper and graphics and something besides 
blocks of text, since White people increasingly 
have a hard time with reading blocks of text for 
content and need color pictures on glossy paper to 
relax and massage their brains before they tackle 
the next block of black and white. 

No, I’m not just being sarky here. Seriously, 
that is a for-real problem with White people in 
2015, especially Millennials, who are in many 
cases functional illiterates who can’t read any¬ 
thing above things like street signs or maybe the 
TV Guide. I might add that White Books espe¬ 
cially are going like hotcakes now; everybody 
wants one for their collection in the cardboard 
box at the back of their closet, where they hide all 
their racist stuff from the Little Woman. She 
never bothers to look because she thinks it’s just 
porn; she’d scream in horror and threaten divorce 
if she knew ... sorry, where was I? 

Oh, yes. Office and mailing supplies and mate¬ 
rials must be purchased and stocks maintained; 
Northwest Observer mailings must be prepared 
and stamped; organizational letters must be writ¬ 
ten and printed and stuffed and stamped; mailing 
lists both paper and electronic must be main¬ 
tained, updated, and kept slim and trim; the vital 
flow of contributions upon which our survival 
depends must be acknowledged, banked, and ex¬ 
pended with care; at least one article per day 
wherein I pretend to be a conservative must be 
written by me for the only paying gig I have had 
for many years; people and situations must be 
dealt with and all kinds of petty errands must be 
run every day. 


...From the middle of October last 
year until the first part of January 
of this year, I admit that I goofed 
off I yielded to the irresistible urge 
to write another book ...I was 
sitting at this computer writing, 
when I should have been stuffing 
intro packs; writing letters; filing 
forms with government 
departments; dealing with attorneys 
... Vm not just a secretary, Fm not 
a very good one. I keep getting 
distracted by the urge to create. 


I have to confess that I have let a lot of that 
stuff slide over the past several months, and I’m 
sure some of you have noticed. The fact is that 
from the middle of October last year until the first 
part of January of this year, I admit that I goofed 
off I yielded to the irresistible urge to write an¬ 
other book. Even worse, I actually got into it. The 
result was that I was sitting at this computer writ¬ 
ing, when I should have been stuffing intro packs; 
writing letters; filing forms with government de¬ 
partments; dealing with attorneys; data-entering 
necessary things like e-mail addresses on the 
computer; doing car stuff; answering long soul¬ 
outpouring e-mails and letters with something 
besides monosyllabic grunts, in case the guy 
turned out to be something besides talk; and when 
I should have been out driving around and run¬ 
ning errands. I’m not just a secretary. I’m not a 
very good one. I keep getting distracted by the 
urge to create. 

No, I’m not being sarcastic here. This is the 
reality in which I find myself. I am a writer who 
no longer dares to take the time to write, because 
for me to do so eats up the time I need to be de¬ 
voting to our very physical survival. There is no 
prime minister, no Martin Bormann, no mighty 
champion who will slay the monstrous bullshit of 
banality for me. Just me. There can be no hope of 
progress unless all this secretarial stuff gets done 
and we can increase our readership and listener- 
ship, which must then be converted into an active 
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donor base in order to raise the precious, life- 
giving trickle of funds that keeps us in existence 
at all. I have been failing in that duty by allowing 
myself to get distracted by writing again, and I 
apologize for that. 

I must descend once more to crude blunt-force 
trauma in the candor department here: I am not 
going to be here forever and the chance is that I 
will be departing the scene sooner rather than 
later. Either one of the alphabet soup secret police 
agencies will kick in my door and drag me away 
in the dawn to an undisclosed location, or possi¬ 
bly to be tried for attempting to hire a hit man to 
kill Khloe Kardashian (and they will have the au¬ 
dio tapes to prove it); or else something is going 
to pop inside my brain like it did back in 2004 
and like it feels is going to happen almost every 

lam not going to be here forever 
and the chance is that I will be 
departing the scene sooner rather 
than later ... When that happens I 
do not want to leave a National 
Alliance-style clusterfuck behind. 


morning thanks to the damned BPPV, and I am 
going to hit the floor here and be found some 
days later, slowly melting away into a mass of 
loathsome putrescence like Poe’s M. Valdemar. 
At least I don’t have a cat or a dog to eat me. 

When that happens I do not want to leave a 
National Alliance-style clusterfuck behind. This 
gets into the whole issue of “succession”, which I 
have avoided up until now because right now 
there is nothing to “succeed” to. That is now be¬ 
ginning to change, but that’s yet another topic we 
will postpone for another time. 

In the meantime, I need to have a number two 
Induhvidual to A) Find me lying on the floor; B) 
Be someone I can call and let know what’s hap¬ 
pening if it’s the secret police, if they allow me a 
phone call; C) Be able and willing to STEP FOR¬ 
WARD and keep everything, or most things run¬ 
ning in my absence, and to do so competently, D) 
Someone I can trust to collect the mail without 
stealing money out of it; E) Someone I can trust 
to do the Party banking without looting the bank 


account; F) Someone I can trust to handle the 
mailing list without selling it to other WN groups 
or using it to “overthrow” me in some way; G) 
Someone with no bizarre sexual, racial, or per¬ 
sonal skeletons in their closet (Movement aside, 
the fact is that kind of White person is amazingly 
hard to find these days in anyone under about 40, 
due to the insanely dysfunctional lives White kids 
lead growing up. Pretty much everybody has got 
some kind of skeleton in their closet, usually drug 
or sex or criminal-record related.) 

If anyone is interested in this exciting non¬ 
career opportunity, let me know and we can begin 
the long, slow process of beginning to get to 
know you. Migration to the Northwest, needless 
to say, is an absolute necessity. (I have seriously 
had people claim they could be my “Martin Bor- 
mann” for the Northwest migration movement 
from behind a computer in Oklahoma or New 
York or Arkasnas. Yes, really. I never cease to be 
astounded at these people who loudly and enthu¬ 
siastically support us on the Net, apparently with 
perfect sincerity, and yet simply do not see that 
migration means them, personally. Sigh ...) 

Anyway, that’s one reason the Northwest 
Front has to raise money; because very soon it is 
going to become a dire necessity for us to pay at 
least one more tiny salary besides my own. 
Therein, I suspect, shall lie a great melodrama, a 
melodrama of operatic proportion if past Move¬ 
ment experience is anything to go by, of which 
we will speak more in the fullness of time. Stay 
tuned, folks. Regardless of how I hate being part 
of the entertainment industry, 1 have to admit, 
we’re pretty good at it sometimes. 

I Have A Dream 

What I need to happen is for some wealthy 
man to undergo an epiphany wherein the scales 
fall from his eyes, wherein he suddenly under¬ 
stands that his wealth is not his but is being held 
in trust for his people and for this new nation be¬ 
ing bom, and he will at last STEP FORWARD 
and donate some land and a habitable building. (I 
actually received one offer of about 20 acres, 
some years ago. The land was in Kansas. The guy 
somehow missed or misunderstood the term 
“Northwest” in “Northwest Front.” Sigh ...) 

Not some white elephant with some fixer- 
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upper hovel on there that will cost us more than 
the land itself is worth to render fit for human 
habitation and functional as a workplace. Not 20 
undeveloped acres in Devil’s Outhouse, Montana 
with no septic tank, no electrical hookup, no cable 
internet hookup, but a genuine functioning HQ 
close enough to civilization to be of use. A place 
where we can move in one week and the next 
week be up and running with those flags flying in 
the air. Some place where I can be ensconced 
with my computers, fed through a slot in the door, 
have a reliable and competent assistant to do all 
the legwork and secretarial stuff who won’t steal 
from me or try to “overthrow” me in some weird 
manner (or conspire to murder me. Yes, that hap¬ 
pened once) and I can go ahead and every day 
work, work, work on all the creative stuff, turn 
that creative spigot on full blast, until I keel over 
and hit the floor, hopefully a few more years from 
now so I can produce as much Northwest output 
as possible to leave behind for that as-yet- 
unknown successor. 

Yes, he exists. Maybe he’ll turn out to be my 
Martin Bormann type, but somehow I think not. 
I’m thinking of a different character type, as 
badly as I need my Martin. I refer to that young 
White man who is most assuredly out there some¬ 
where, although right now he doesn’t even know 
we exist. The one who will become our North¬ 
western Rockwell. One day he will stumble 
across a Northwest novel, or someday someone 
will finally do their job and guide or entice him to 
northwestfront.org, and he will be ignited with the 
holy flame of freedom. He will make TLC (Total 
Life Commitment) to the Northwest American 
Republic and the rest will be history. Yes, really, 
that’s going to happen. Let’s just hope to hell that 
it happens in time to save a people and a whole 
civilization from extinction. 

Okay, Let’s Give This A Rest For A While 

Okay, enough. I was going to make this whole 
issue one big long article, but I think I’ve beaten 
the topic to death enough for a while. We are go¬ 
ing to have to have some long discussions as my 
“Jim Bakker Phase” commences, wherein I am 
going to become like a televangelist, constantly 
begging for money. 

Just to re-cap, in a couple of weeks some of 


you will receive a formal pledge commitment 
form and some more explanatory literature in the 
mail. If you don’t get one but you know you’re a 
solid comrade, then you’re grandfathered in as an 
Old Fighter, so don’t worry about it. There are 
also certain special circumstances that will grand¬ 
father you, such as the simple fact of having made 
migration, having and rearing White children, etc. 
My guess is at least half the people on the mailing 
list won’t get a pledge form. This mostly applies 
to new people, and all inquirers will get a pledge 
form from now on. If you receive one, then yes, I 
expect you to formalize your commitment to the 
Party. If not, no sweat. We will be thrashing out 

I refer to that young White man 
who is most assuredly out there 
somewhere, although right now he 
doesn H even know we exist. The one 
who will become our 
Northwestern Rockwell. 


all these details for some time to come, and even¬ 
tually codifying in all in the 6th Edition of the 
White Book. 

Tell you what, let’s wind this issue of North¬ 
west Observer up with an old article I wrote many 
years ago on the subject of money, which will 
give you folks some idea of just how long I have 
been beating my head bloody against this particu¬ 
lar brick well. It’s also the first article wherein I 
formulated the 10 X 1000 plan. This piece is from 
August 1999, and it’s still relevant today. 

The Disgrace of 
Racist Funding 

The disgrace of racist funding is the fact that, 
for all practical purposes, there is none. 

A number of you over the past several days 
suggested that I put out a fund appeal to buy the 
badly needed printer for my computer. I replied 
regarding the virtual uselessness of putting out 
any fund appeal in August, and got several replies 
to the effect of “What do you mean, Harold?” I 
responded with what my old Movement mentor. 
Major William Gaedtke of the real America First 


NORTHWEST OBSERVER #153 


11 








Committee, told me once: “July and August, you 
might as well pack up and go fishing. Everyone 

Koehl actually would watch the 
weather reports and listen to the 
short wave meteorological stations 
to plot the change of season in 
various locales throughout North 
America, staggering his mailings of 
the Fall Building Campaign or 
Spring Appeal letters to match the 
cooling or warming. 


else does.” 

One of the first things any aspiring young 
Great White Leader entering the business learns 
is that right wing and racial fund-raising is sea¬ 
sonal. I myself learned from the Money Master 
himself, Matthias Koehl. I caught him in a pro¬ 
fessorial mood once at fund-appeal time and he 
laid it all out for me. “You’ve got to catch them 
right about the second week the weather turns in 
their locality,” he told me. “Right when it gets 
crisp and cool and the leaves get pretty in the 
fall, early October is the best, and in the spring 
about the first of April or so. In the spring you 
want to do a prep for a few weeks as well to try 
and glom on to their income tax refunds.” Koehl 
actually would watch the weather reports and 
listen to the short wave meteorological stations 
to plot the change of season in various locales 
throughout North America, staggering his mail¬ 
ings of the Fall Building Campaign or Spring 
Appeal letters to match the cooling or warming. 

But after these queries, it occurred to me that 
we have got an awful lot of new people on our 
list who have never been treated to one of my 
candid and embittered tirades on the utter deba¬ 
cle that is Aryan racial funding, so I have de¬ 
cided to give it another whirl. Hang on to your 
hats and prepare to be dazzled, folks! This is a 
subject I can really get wound up on. Frank and 
open discussion of the topic of finance is utterly 
unknown anywhere else in the Movement; one 
of the benefits of NSNet is that ole Harold talks 
about the things none of the other Men of Des¬ 
tiny want you to know about or think about. 


But Lord, where to begin, where to begin? 

First off, this is not a fund appeal. It is a dis¬ 
cussion of the topic of Movement finance. I men¬ 
tion this because you generally find that a “calm 
discussion of the financial aspect of our wonder¬ 
ful organization” is a fund appeal in disguise. 
This isn’t. Believe me, if I was appealing for 
money I’d be a hell of a lot more tactful. Most 
Great White Leaders are terrified to discuss this 
topic openly, because they are afraid of alienating 
the financial livestock they regularly harvest in 
order to keep their mail-order book and toy em¬ 
pires up and running. This is one mirror no one 
wants to see their reflection in. 

Nowhere else in the so-called Movement do 
the skeletons in our closets rattle more loudly or 
the unlovely specters at our feast howl more 
piercingly—our sloth, our selfishness, our cow¬ 
ardice, our greed and egotism. When it comes to 
money our so-called leaders are as greedy and as 
dishonest as Shakespeare’s Shylock and our so- 
called “Aryan warriors” are as cheap, as penny- 
pinching and as selfish as a New England under¬ 
taker who saws off the feet of his corpses to make 
them fit into undersized ready-made coffins. No¬ 
where else is it more clearly demonstrated that we 
view the Movement as a game, as entertainment, 
as a hobby at best, certainly not something one 
sinks any serious commitment or effort into. 
Money is real, and one does not put money, at 
least serious money, into a hobby. At least not 
this hobby. 

The first and greatest disgrace of Aryan racial 
funding is that those who give the most are those 
who can afford it the least. Anyone who has been 
involved in the right wing or the Aryan racial 
movement for any length of time at all can come 
up with a score of anecdotes about how cheap our 
“supporters” are, and how generous the poorest 
and most destitute Whites are when one looks at 
the proportional aspect of their giving. I cannot 
count the $20 checks I have received over the 
years from elderly people living off Social Secu¬ 
rity, from prisoners’ commissary accounts, from 
teenaged boys and girls who have sent me their 
allowance, from working men whom I know per¬ 
sonally and to whom I know that twenty bucks 
meant shoes off their childrens’ feet and food off 
their table. And I deeply regret to say that I have 
also received $20 checks from people who in- 
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eluded a note to the effect of, “Dear Harold, I know 
how important your work for the National Socialist 
cause is, and 1 knew 1 just had to get this to you be¬ 
fore I left on my European vacation.” Or some 
similar words to that effect. 

And then they fly off to Europe feeling good 
about themselves. That’s what gets me! 

Then there’s the example 1 cited about a year 
ago of the guy who gave me a $5 or $10 donation at 
some really critical time when 1 had an urgent bill 
to pay (I can’t remember the details), and who does 
contribute regularly, $5 or $10 a shot. He also lives 
in a split-level suburban ranch palace. He has two 
cars and an SUV in his garage. He spends at least 
$5,000 or more per year on Civil War re-enacting, 
and he owns several full Confederate infantry and 
cavalry officers’ uniforms, accurate down to the last 
detail, as well as an armory of functional black 
powder weapons (including the only working 
Henry repeater I’ve ever seen), all of which set him 
back over ten grand, as he will proudly tell you. 
The cartridges for the Henry cost something like 
four bucks a round. The last time I visited his home 
he merrily challenged me to a chess game using his 
$276, hand cast Civil War chess set, with pewter 
pieces—cannon as rooks, cavalrymen as knights, 
Jefferson Davis and Lincoln as respective blue and 
gray kings, etc. 

I recently had the pleasure of speaking with a 
long time activist in the Tulsa, Oklahoma area, 
whom 1 will not name to spare him the vicious 
junkyard dog attacks which invariably happen to 
any Movement figure even suspected of addressing 
a civil word to me. [It was Dennis Mahon; I think 
he died in prison recently. — HAC] He described to 
me his efforts, when he was running for mayor of 
Tulsa, to get some kind of financial support from a 
prominent revisionist (whose name some of you 
might recognize) living in Tulsa—a man who 
owned three homes and who admits to be worth 
more than a million dollars. Our candidate finally, 
literally got down on his knees and begged for this 
man’s help. The man gave him a check for fifty 
dollars and said, “This is a loan. I want it back if 
you don’t win.” Movement “cheap bastard-itis” has 
gotten so bad that even the normally unctuous 
Ingrid Rimland lost her temper a month or so ago 
with all her free riders and let them have it, threat¬ 
ening to purge their lazy lurking asses from the Z- 
Gram e-mail list. 


Recently I myself had an experience which I 
want to share with you, because I cannot think of 
a better example of the problem. There is a man 
whom I have known for almost twenty years. He 
is not exactly wealthy, but certainly affluent, a 
genuine entrepreneur who ran his own business 
for many years. He is one of those (more or less) 
rich men who always displayed a curious trait 
I’ve noticed is quite common among affluent 
racists: they will help a group or leader in kind, 
i.e. by buying equipment or catering the food 
and drink at a function, or printing a specific 
book or pamphlet, sometimes by providing a 
building, sometimes bailing guys out of jail, but 
who will almost never actually donate the cash 
itself, or if they do it’s no more than twenty or 
fifty bucks. 

The simple fact is, they don’t trust most of 
our Fearless Leaders not to buy liquor or Lincoln 
Town Cars or gamble it away in riverboat casi¬ 
nos, and 1 say with shame that this mistrust is 
often well-founded. This is a common phenome¬ 
non and down through the years I’ve grown used 
to it. I know it’s all we’ll ever get out of most of 
these guys, so 1 take whatever they offer and 1 

Our candidate finally, literally got 
down on his knees and begged for 
this man’s help. The man gave him 
a check for fifty dollars and said, 
“This is a loan. I want it back if 
you don H win. 


always say thank you. Every little bit helps. 

This man is also a personal friend. 1 have vis¬ 
ited his home, and he has possibly the finest li¬ 
brary of right-wing, racial, and National Socialist 
books I have ever seen in any private collection 
except for Ernst Ziindel’s. I never pushed him 
about money, partly because one of the things he 
vaguely promised was that he would leave me all 
or part of that library in his will, and believe me, 
books are the way to Harold’s heart. (I confess to 
being an almost obsessive bibliophile, and the 
way I have been forced to live over the past five 
years has angered me more than any other reason 
because 1 have had to split up the Party library 
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and stash it in various places for safe keeping un¬ 
til such time as the Goat Dance subsides. But I 
digress.) Anyway, in February of this year—when 
I was due for a cancer checkup but had no way to 
afford it and wondering where my rent in the 
crack house for March was coming from—I got a 
call from this guy. He told me that he was selling 
out his share of the business. He anticipated get¬ 
ting around $120,000 for it, net and after taxes. 

“Harold, you understand that I have family 
responsibilities and most of this has to go to my 
children,” he told me. “But I have always hoped 
that I’d be in a position someday to show my ap¬ 


You must understand that this man 
felt GOOD about himself for 
sending me that C-note. He was one 
of the good guySy and he had proved 
it... The idea that he should have 
tacked a few more zeros onto that 
check simply never occurred to him. 


preciation for everything you’ve done for our 
people. I want you to know that I have earmarked 
part of this money for you, and it’s definite. 
You’ll be getting a check from me in about two 
weeks. This money is for you, personally, al¬ 
though I know you will use it mostly for our 
cause. That’s why I’m sending it to you, because 
you’re that kind of guy.” 

Needless to say, I was over the moon; you 
could have heard my yes!!! when I hung up in 
Dallas. And true to his word, in about two weeks 
I got a registered letter; I don’t mind admitting 
that my hand trembled when I opened the enve¬ 
lope. And there, by heaven, it lay! 

He sent me one hundred dollars. 

* * * 

People, do you begin to get a glimmer of the 
kind of thing that I and virtually every other racial 
leader have gone through? Do you begin to un¬ 
derstand one of the many reasons why we have 
gone nowhere for the past fifty years? What you 
have to understand is that we are dealing with a 
mindset here, an attitude. You must understand 


that this man felt good about himself for sending 
me that C-note. He felt that he had done his duty, 
and I am sure he smoked his Macanudo cigar on 
his veranda that night filled with deep personal 
satisfaction. He was one of the good guys, and he 
had proved it. The idea that he should have tacked 
a few more zeros onto that check simply never 
occurred to him. 

I was faced with the same options that I, and 
others who try to carry on the struggle, are always 
faced with in this situation. Do we press? Do we 
make a scene? Do we wheedle? Do we tap dance, 
shuffle, and tug the forelock? Jump through 
hoops? Do we jump up and down and shit snow¬ 
balls? Would sarcasm help? Do we pick up the 
phone or sit down at the word processor and let 
this cheap bastard have it, purely for the blessed 
satisfaction of it? Do we thereby risk losing what 
little such a person does contribute? Help that is 
sometimes timely and on occasion even life¬ 
saving? This individual is a very good case in 
point. Over the years he has come through for me 
in a variety of ways, none of them having to do 
with money. For example, he has assured me, and 
1 know he means it, that if it ever does come to 
the point where the homeless shelter yawns be¬ 
fore me, 1 can at least bunk down in his guest 
room for a time, although how soon I would wear 
out my welcome is anyone’s guess. Should I have 
risked losing that possible temporary refuge be¬ 
cause the man had, entirely unconsciously, pissed 
in my face? 

In the end I simply sent him a polite thank-you 
note, largely because I was sufficiently familiar 
with this mindset, in this guy and in others, to 
know that it was all I could do. To ask one of 
these affluent closet racists for a check with any 
serious number of zeros on it is to waste one’s 
breath. For whatever incomprehensible reason, it 
simply will not happen, and I knew it. To these 
men, the very idea that they should donate actual 
cash money, the real stuff, to what they regard as 
a hobby would be insane. Had I protested or ar¬ 
gued or cajoled this man to give more, he would 
have regarded me as an ungrateful whelp, a 
money-grubber, and a heel. Any chance I ever 
had of getting any help from him ever again 
would be gone. 

Why? How can anyone not understand what is 
needed? How can anyone not fulfill this vital duty 
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when one has the ability? I don’t know. I honestly 
don’t. I can’t understand this thought process; it is 
alien to me. 

10 X 1000 

The disgrace of racist funding is that, with the 
internet, there is no longer any excuse for our 
Cause being under-financed. 

One of the easiest things in the world to do is 
to accumulate a four-figure electronic mailing list. 
My own maximum was about 2,500 names a year 
ago. I am purging and I’m down to about 600 
now, and will try to purge down even more. [N.B. 

- Remember this was written in 1999. - HAC] I 
believe Ingrid Rimland’s Z-Gram list at one stage 
had over 5,000 addies, although she recently 
purged lurkers. _ 

With some reluctance, I will also 
remove references here to a number 
of other failed gurus, Fearless 
Leaders, and Nude Emperors whose 
lives and careers are no longer of 
any concern in the real world. I 
don V like censoring anyone, 
especially myself in what is by now 
considered to be a minor historical 
document and part of my own 
public work, but there are times 
when even I have concede that to be 
truthful is not always to be helpful, 
and I can hardly urge others to lay 
all this GUBU aside if I keep poking 
it with a stick myself 


For argument’s sake, let’s leave aside the 
question of how many of these people are Morris 
Dees spies, government and police monitors, stu¬ 
dents, Jews of various kinds, idle curiosity seek¬ 
ers, etc. Let’s say NSNet—or any other list—has 
1,000 names of White people who are genuinely 
racial in their outlook, who believe in White sur¬ 
vival and White power, and who claim to support 
the racial struggle. Let’s say that through some 


miracle I, or whoever is running the list, can per¬ 
suade these people to contribute ten dollars per 
month, the price of a case of cheap domestic beer. 
That’s ten thousand dollars a month, $120,000 per 
year. Serious shekels. 

Let’s further assume that by the same miracle 
we can persuade these thousand people to kick in 
an extra $100 per bi-annual fund appeal, in Octo¬ 
ber and on the Fuhrer’s birthday in April. Let’s be 
honest, a hundred bucks simply isn’t that much 
money any more, and most people can generally 
find a hundred for something they really want in 
the way of consumer goods or toys. That’s an¬ 
other $200,000 per year, for a total of $320,000 
per annum. That is a party, a party created by a 
mere thousand people, and with no real strain or 
pain, just the little bit of extra effort that one gives 
to something that’s worth doing. 

It’s not happening. No one, so far as I know, 
has even begun to make it happen. Why not? 
Why isn’t it happening? The usual line is that “we 
want results”. (Read entertainment.) 

But that doesn’t make it happen, either. Wit¬ 
ness poor Andrew Greenbaum. He did all the 
things that I have been criticized for not doing. 
He wore the costume. He leaped in front of the 
TV cameras at every opportunity and for a while 
he was the media’s official “Mr. Nazi.” He called 
on us to “march in the streets,” called for a big 
rally on public property in the old Rockwell man¬ 
ner (or what we mistakenly believe is the old 
Rockwell manner). He tried to be Rockwell, the 
model we supposedly cherish. He put his own 
butt on the line. He was a master of the internet 
and claimed 1,600 e-contacts, a claim I have no 
reason at all to question. 

Of those sixteen hundred, four people showed 
up when the time came to put one’s ass where 
one’s mouth had been. In his resignation letter, 
more significantly, he said his group was near 
bankruptcy, which I can believe. This despite the 
fact that Andrew also did what I have repeatedly 
been urged to do to be a “leader”, i.e. he sold stuff 
by mail and on the internet. And his “supporters” 
still left him hanging out to dry. 

The official excuse now being bandied about 
is that everyone deserted Andrew because he 
turned out to be a Jew, but that never stopped 
[name redacted. This guru is dead and he needs 
to stay that way; his very name needs to be for- 
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gotten, yemach sft ’mo as his own people say, and 
I will not perpetuate it. With some reluctance, I 
will also remove references here to a number of 
other failed gurus. Fearless Leaders, and Nude 
Emperors whose lives and careers are no longer 
of any concern in the real world. I don’t like cen¬ 
soring anyone, especially myself in what is by 
now considered to be a minor historical document 
and part of my own public work, but there are 
times when even I have concede that to be truthful 
is not always to be helpful, and I can hardly urge 
others to lay all this GUBU aside if I keep poking 
it with a stick myself. — HAC] 

Andrew Greenbaum’s failure was not his, it 
was the Movement’s. The kid gave it his best 
shot, he did all the things we keep saying we want 
our leaders to do, and he still ended up with egg 
dripping down his face. We are not a Movement, 
we are a three-ring circus with a cageful of ba¬ 
boons. This is bad enough, but the fact is that 
most spectators don’t even want to pay the price 
of admission, they want to sneak in under the tent 
and watch the clowns and the animal show for 
free. They don’t seem to understand that if they 
wouldn’t be such cheap bastards and cough up the 
price of admission—^the price of a case of cheap 
domestic beer, once a month—^the circus might be 
able to afford to hire some lion tamers and some 
other decent acts. 

This gets into an interesting question. Suppose 
that somehow we were able to trot out a finished 
product, rather like unveiling a new car in a 
showroom? All of a sudden there it is, a for-real 
Aryan revolutionary party with all the basic plant 
and equipment, the premises, the library, the com¬ 
puter and printing equipment, the staff, the mem¬ 
bership kicking in the ten bucks a month and the 
covert supporters regularly sending in checks 
with significant numbers of zeros—would things 
be any different? 

We’d have to do quite a bit to sneak it past the 
Goat Dancers, of course, whose role in the Move¬ 
ment is to try and stop that very thing, nip it in the 
bud. There would be massive abuse, vilification, 
slander, lawsuits, harassment, threats, surveil¬ 
lance by private detectives, stolen copyrights and 
trademarks, and special registered-domain web¬ 
sites directed against the leadership of any such 
effort on the part of the palefaces to break off the 
reservation where the Great Kosher Father in 


Washington has ordered us confined. Can’t have 
us White male savages running off the reserva¬ 
tion, now, can we? Very interestingly, poor young 
Andrew Greenbaum got the very same treatment 
from the very same Goat Dancers as I did. (The 
“Anti-KOF Resource Center” is run by our old 
friend Butthead from Daytona.) 

But suppose we did pull it off, get some start¬ 
up capital from somewhere, use it wisely and not 
drink it up like “Brandon O’Rourke” ($50,000 
worth of beer in a little over a year! Mother of 
God!) and all of a sudden, one day we unveiled a 
finished product? 

There would be an initial lemming-like rush to 
the new party, of course, just as there was a rush 
to Greenbaum when his KOF first appeared, and a 
brief rush back to David Duke last winter. But 
could we make it good? Could we keep the ones 
who rushed to us looking for “action” (read enter¬ 
tainment) and actually get some kind of produc¬ 
tivity out of them, if we could move them right 
into a finished product? I doubt it will happen. 
ZOG has the Goat Dance drill down pretty good 
now, and in any case I think we’re going to be off 
the Internet in one way or another in a couple of 
years. There will come a time when 2,500-name 
racial listservs and Stormffont will be a thing of 
the past. But damn, wouldn’t it be an interesting 
experiment if we could pull it off—if somehow 
we could get that ten bucks a month off these e- 
mail addies while we’ve still got them? 

Anyway, guys, I’m starting to ramble now, so 
I’ll sign off. I doubt if this has been very enlight¬ 
ening, but Harold does like to have his little rave 
every now and then. 

* * * 

Guys, I’m still here 16 years later. About a 
century older, not feeling so hot, exhausted and 
filled with near-homicidal rage at our own people 
sometimes, but I’m ready to give it another shot if 
ever you are. Let me hear from you .—HAC 
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